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1986 


Author's Notes: 
| have somewhat returned. For now, my epics are on hold for some smaller vignettes that the fucked up 


oddity that is my brain keeps churning out. Besr with me as | get them all out. Cheers. 


1986 
"God, how can you watch this garbage?" Axl scoffed at the crappy TV, sitting on the lumpy sofa next to me. | 
ignored him; just because he was pissy about something in his little soap opera doesn't mean | had to get 


involved. And | wouldn't. | knew better than to do that. 


"Well, this kind of garbage | happen to like. No one is making you watch it. If you dont like it, go up to your 


room. Or out. I know you have a girl you can call if the mood suits you." 
"Ha ha ha. You're so fucking hilarious." 


| gritted my teeth. He was out to grind my every gear. I wish Duff and Izzy were home, they'd help me. God 


only knew where Stevie was, probably Rachel's again. We never saw him here ever, so she must give him good 


head, 

"Axl, did someone at work slip a condom into your soda?" 
"The fuck? Nol" 

"Ok. Did Kat yank your dick too hard last night?" 
"Uh..no.what kind of fucking--" 

"Are you on your period?" 

"Slash, what the--?!" 


"No? Then why are you in a such a goddamn pissy mood? And more importantly, why do you feel the need to 
make ME suffer too?" 


Axl stared at me, eyes wide and jaw on the floor. I got him now, right where | wanted him. He closed his mouth 


and shook his head. 


"Sick motherfucker." he mumbled. | rolled my eyes. Really, Axl? Fine, then. You want to see a sick 
motherfucker? Oh, I'll show you what a sick motherfucker | am. Without any warning whatsoever, | push him 


back into the couch and straddle his lap. 


"Christ, Axl, dont you ever shut up?" | ran my hands across his very vulnerable throat, and slid two strands 
of silky red hair through my fingers. The wide collar of his Motley Crue shirt exposed his smooth, flawless 
shoulders. Ripe for the taking, and | was so annoyed and fucking tempted. "God, sometimes you're so damn 


annoying." 


He was wide-eyed, almost panicky, and his breath was shaky. He could bolt at any moment. But | could also feel 
the heat of anger welling up in him. Everyone else would have high-tailed it by now. But he didn't scare me; | 
liked it rough. Bring it on 


"What's the matter, Axl? Something you want to say?" | asked deeply, my dick aching with need; the kind of 
need that only this loud-mouthed, red-headed drama queen could satisfy. But I'd never tell him that. | ran my 
hand up over his throat, exactly where his perfect voice was. | leaned in to nibble his earlobe, tasting metal 
from his earring. "You're being awfully quiet now, considering the noise you made coming in here and pissing me 


off" 


"Oh, you fucking think, asshole? | piss you off, huh? | live for that, don't you know? | get OFF on pissing you 
off" Axl spat venomously, with a dirty, slutty look in his eyes that was tinged with hurt and anger. Poor baby. 


"Yeah? Well, isn't that convenient? Because right now, the sight of you under me like a little bitch is what's 
getting me off" 


"A bitch?! You think I'm a BITCH?! I'm nobody's bitch, motherfucker! | have a DICK!" Axl snapped, squirming 


underneath me to try and throw me off, but | was heavier and stronger than he was. Nice try, bitch. 


"Oh, I know." | squeezed him, maybe harder than | should have, because he yelped like a kicked puppy, but like | 
said, I like it rough. He was definitely in pain, but | held on. No fucking mercy. "I like it rough. You gonna cry like 
a little bitch too?" 


SMACK. 


Yep, | saw stars on that one. Damn he's good with his hands. | loosened my grip on him, and he struggled like a 


beetle stuck on its back, but he still couldn't throw me off. 
"Keep it up, baby. | may have lost weight, but I'm still heavier than you, pipsqueak." 


"Christ, Slash, don't you ever just shut the fuck up?" Axl jabbed, and before | knew it he rammed his lips onto 
mine, almost knocking me off his lap! It was rough: we bit, we clashed, we drew blood. But FUCK it felt so good! 
| was so goddamn hard | wanted to throw him down and RAVAGE him right here on the dirty, threadbare 
carpet and the hell with who sees. He wound his hands into my hair, pulling, yanking, and I gripped his sides so 
tightly | swear | could feel his ribs buckling under my fingers. 


We grappled, falling off the couch and hitting the floor, me on top of him. Before he could flip us over, | sat on 
top of him, flicking open the button on his tight jeans. | slipped a hand into his underwear and squeezed again 
Rock hard. He exhaled sharply. Holy shit. | pinned his wrists down tightly and looked straight into his deep green 
eyes. They didn't leave mine. 

"Are you nervous?" | asked, still pinning him down. On the outside, he didn't buckle. 

"No." Axl answered. 

| looked at his eyes. He never looked away. | ran my hand across his cheek, down his exposed neck and throat 
and across his smooth collarbone. His skin was flawless and white; caramel and milk. | kept going down The 


cotton of his cut-out T-shirt was worn, but soft.. 


"Your heart's beating pretty fast! | said, still looking him in the eye. But I thought | saw a shutter close behind 
it. Gotcha. | touched his chest. "H's really pounding--" 


"I'm not nervous.” 


| had to give the guy credit for sticking to his lie. And for making the effort to keep looking at me. Oh well, 
might as well humor him. It's all going to end the same way anyway. And that's where | desperately wanted to 


get. 
"Show me." 


| never broke eye contact. 


2016 


Author's Notes: 

Finally, a timely update! | hope no one is angry for me making them wait haha. With some encouragement from 
the lovely sgSixx, I was able to plow through and present the last chapter! There will be an epilogue though, 
maybe tonight. ;-) 


2016 


"Holy shit, this is so exciting!" said Duff, jumping up and down like a pogo stick. The hall backstage was so tight I 
was worried he was gonna whack himself off the bricks. The nervous energy was everywhere; my defibrillator 
was gonna be working overtime for damn sure. | brushed my hair out of my eyes. 

"Damn, Duff, did you have your sugar this morning or something?" Richard laughed, finishing off his water. 
"Maybe?" Duff grinned, wiping sweat off his face. | couldn't help but smile; it was all so surreal and fucking 
amazing. | felt like | was--home again. Things had changed for sure; | was older, and my hand hurt in the 
morning sometimes, and my old buddy Jack Daniels and | were no longer friends. And | had some small flecks of 
silver in my mop, and sometimes | got stiff if | sat for too long. But I was still me. I knew it in my healing 
heart. 

And speaking of my heart--- 

Axl was at the back of the group, a bit removed from the rest of us. He looked set, ready, but..tense. And he 
was staring into space. Definitely not like the Axl | remembered.But then he picked his head up and caught my 
eyes. And then the universe passed between us.. 

"Junkie!" 

"Dictator!" 

"Alcoholic!" 

I fucking quit." 


"He's a fucking cancer..." 


| have no regrets about leaving.." 


| reached where he was standing and put a hand on his shoulder. He started a little, but he met my eyes again. 


That mildly surprised and open look he only showed around me.. | remember it so well.. 

"Hey..you ok?" | asked him. He nodded, but his jaw was still clenched When no one was paying much attention, | 
dragged him gently into a storage closet and shut the door. It was so tight that we were half a foot away 
from each other. It was pitch dark; some curly-haired idiot forgot to turn on a light. Duh. All the noise from 
the crowd and everything else fell away; all | could hear was him breathing softly. | always liked that.Neither 
one of us said anything for a little. 

"Nervous?" | asked him, genuinely concerned. Then | remembered he couldn't see my face in the dark 

"No." I heard him say right in front of me. I smiled, even though he couldn't see it. And just like that no time 
had passed whatsoever. | reached out blindly in the dark, but somehow | knew exactly where the edges of his 
body were; | found his round shoulder and ran a hand slowly, lightly down his arm, all the way to the chain and 
leather bracelets around his wrist. tugged on each one gently. There were so many.| felt him shiver slightly. 
"The fact that he has anything to say about it is.its whatever." 

‘One of us will die before it happens..and as sad as it is, ¡Fs the truth" 

| let my hand wander back up his arm and over his shoulder, brushing the cold chains around his neck, clashing 
with the intense warmth of his body. Just like we used to, before-- 

"Just shut up and sing!" 

"Its like going through a divorce--" 

"Hess like a version of the Ayatollah" 


"MI kick your fucking ass!" 


| could feel him trembling slightly, feel the electricity crackle around us, in the air. It was intoxicating..My hand 


kept wandering, and somehow | knew just where to touch.his heart was pounding against my palm... 
"Liar." | smiled in a whisper. | heard him laugh in the dark And a soft touch against my hand. 


"I'm not." | heard him say in his deep voice, slightly scratchy from the last few days of rehearsal. Warm 
fingertips closed on my hand, pressing it tight to his chest. The electricity was sparking--- 


"Show me." 


Lips, warm, inviting and sweet, on mine, asking for permission.God, | missed this so much. Every fiber of my 


being screamed for it when | laid awake in strange hotel rooms in strange places while trying not to listen to 
Duff and Scott laughing at Comedy Central next door. | missed it in the shower every morning before a show, 
and immediately after getting offstage into another black car. God, | NEED him, | always did.! felt my hand wind 
itself in his hair. There was so much less of it now; it was shorter not quite as red, but it was still just as 
soft as | remember it. His skin was still warm and soft. His voice still warm and deep, though slightly rough in 
spots. He no longer tasted like gin and nicotine, but like spearmint; his pack a day Mentos habit he picked up 
since he quit smoking. | just couldn't stop touching him, like | was afraid I'd forget how he felt if | took my 
hands away from his body. His touch was so gentle..He was in my blood, in my breath, my every thought.It 
was like nothing had changed after all. 


"He's so intelligent, super intelligent. And he's such a talented guy..." 

"Were like brothers, really." 

"I think a majority of the tension has dissipated..." 

' think it was long overdue..." 

| only pulled away to breathe, because he took it all away. | could him hear breathing in between the breaths | 
was gasping for. I pushed the bandana up and off his head so | could actually run my fingers all the way 
through his short, wavy hair. I didn't need to see him to know what he looked like; even though we'd changed 
physically, all the things that I'd loved about him were still there. 

"I'm sorry." | heard him breathe. "God, Im so sorry.sorry for everything. 

| stared at where | knew he was in the dark. But | knew.he'd been waiting 23 years.. 

"| know." | whispered, wrapping my arms around his shoulders and threading through his hair. He pressed his 
head against my neck and hugged my waist. "There's nothing you need to say. | promise." | could sense him 
looking at my feet, so I tilted his chin up. "Everything is ok. I've..missed this. All of it. And.you. I've missed you." 
A brief pause.. 

‘I've missed you too.." | squeezed him. 

"And the fans have missed us too. Let's not disappoint, shall we?" | smiled. He laughed, and fumbled for the 
doorknob. We walked out, trying to look inconspicuous. Duff caught sight of us, but if he knew, he said nothing 
about it. 


"You guys ready, or are we bailing?" Duff grinned. And Axl and | shared a knowing look. 


"Yeah. Let's go." Axl said, putting on his jacket. He smiled sideways at me and | shared it, picking up my guitar. 


